REMINISCENCES

however, were concerting some plan of action to be
taken at a later hour in the night, if an opportunity
should arise to call for our interposition. We passed
out of the Lobby through the door behind the Speaker's
chair, and had a short conference with one of the mem-
bers of the Government who was then in his private
room. The dinner time was approaching, and some of
us went and dined. I did not hurry back from dinner,
there were hours yet of possible debate; but at last I
lounged slowly back into the House, and just as I was
about to push open the right door of the debating cham-
ber I heard a plaintive voice that seemed to be some-
where in the air above my head; and the plaintive voice
uttered the words: * Mr. McCarthy, may I not come
down now?' Then the whole terrible truth flashed
"upon me: I had forgotten all about the poor lady; she
had been left standing there on that perch all the time.
As she explained to me, she had heard so much about
the rigorous rules of the House of Commons that she
did not dare to get down unprotected by the presence of
a Member, for she did not know to what darksome dun-
geon she might not have been conveyed for so flagrant a
breach of our Parliamentary law. As I have said, the
night was a very dull one; there was nothing going* on
in the chamber to attract any other ladies to its door, and
my poor friend's position was left wholly unnoticed. If
any otter lady had come, she would have come escorted
by a Member, and an explanation would then have been
easy. I could have been sent for, and brought back to
the post I had so shamefully deserted. But, as things
were, no visitor came; and the attention of the door-
keepers was not directed to the position of the perplexed
American lady; and there she stood, silent, uncomplain-
ing, but suffering sadly from fatigue of limb and the

7471ers.
